down in a comatose sort of state when he is fairly unhooked
and in the pail, but a mackerel is game to the end. He
lies quite still for a half-minute or so and all of a sudden
his eyes protrude and he jumps about in all directions.
After that he gives in, but never with that placid and
philosophic indifference with which the pollock succumbs
to fate.

We left off fishing early that day. For one thing,
fishing is really not allowed at all around the island on
Sunday, and for another, our guests had a dinner engage-
ment. Our catch, so far as I remember, was about a
hundred mackerel, thirty pollock, a dozen lobsters and
four rather fine conger-eels. Our guests took leave of us
with real cordiality and we had the satisfaction of knowing
that they had really had the sort of day they loved, but
our farewells were rather superfluous as Guernsey is a
small island and we knew perfectly well we were all to
meet again in a different sort of attire before the day was
over.
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